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6 H, Sally! Guess who's on board ship!”
“Aw, I can't guess, but ! hope—it's the
coroner, Aw-aw-awe!”
I lay flattened out ke a shadow, with
an ice cap perched over one eye and In
my sonl a llmp desire to put away all earthly thdngs.
My conversation, If listened to steadlly, would doubt-

less have proved monotonous, but nevertheless It was
Inspired by deep and true feeling.
\w

Dot ‘That
voung beathen gazed at me with not the faintest slgn
of sympathy. In truth I thought that 1 perceived a
lght of unholy nmusement lurking In ber eyes

‘Sally! That You look so queer!”

“Oh, 1it's funny, isn't {t? Ha! ba! ba! ha!" But
the Javelins of my wrath were hurled in vain against

iw-awe!

pald no heed to my moanings healthy

fce eap!

an lmpenetrable shield of good humer

“You just 1
waste good news on you Io this upset state of mind
not murmured

walt and =ce who's on board, not

“It's my mind that's upset”™ 1
weakly

Dot departed lnughing, and I essaved a feeble grin
that the
cronched upon the bottom of
the

she decided instend to conquer Plke’s Peak by

came to an unthmely end; for now ship

and
and

the sea prepared

for record leap. 1 closed my eyes walted.

climbing In a smooth, sinuouns, sliding, slckening

movement

When we had ecome sombwhere in the neigbbor-
Lood of Valhalla I began to wonder if the Valkiire
maldens would henr we from there. True, I could

hoast of no Ilustrions deed In battle, but perhaps If
-! But just here

I showed them my D, AL R
we dropped lightly but firmly again to the bottom of

bhadge

the sen,
AW
Then my

aw-awe!"”
sonl grew within me. This was

We were yet four days from New

resolute
be endured
Here

and real love

not to
with a

wns I, who loved the sea oreat

to whom the sound of the deep was as

a symphony of all emo-
Here

com-

music of a mighty orchestrn
tlon that spoke to the innermost heart of me
a Mttle airl
head

sent it

waos 1 seasleck—stowed away In ght

partment with a stlly ce cap on my I snatehed

off the offending article and spinning across
the stateroom, where it fell with a reproachful flop
1 rang for the stewardess. X

When she arrived I was clinging wildly o the port
e alr. But I was up!

Aba! You think you will get up!™ (I

hiole 1
translate her

tone of volee), “Perhaps, miss, you will have a cup
uf coffee and rolls, yes?"
“Not unless you chloroform ne I would like a
It bath, please."

I'wa hours later I appeared on desk, pale of face
but tinmphant.  There was Dol standing by the rail
ger little face all aglow,

the back

peculiarly

and beside her a six

er v

foot  individual, view of whose broad

shioulders secemed familiar I'ben  he

urned
“Why, Neid Withers!\1 amn giad to see you!™

two hands selzed in

Thereupon my were an enor
nons clasp and Ned's honest blue eyes were smiling
inte mine

Well, well, Sally! 1 thought you were a better
sallor than this."

“Oh, [ was only a bit Indlsposed,” I declared alrlly

“That's what they all say when they get ap oo
deck.”

Ned laughed There was

something so thoroughly

It was good to hear him
about 11
Ned bad

hooks to school

real

Long ago, In the ploafore days, been my
st sweetheart. He
aud when occasion arose had fongzht and bled for me.
Aud oh had permitted

the tackle. In

Hr had carrled my

true test of a loval heart! he
That T go with him fishink and carry
desd, once he had Imprinted an

he side of

indetinite kiss upon

my nose with the thrilling declaration

that when he got to be an army officer 1 could warey
him

But fate, ln the person of Ned's guardinn, a vieh

old gouty uncle, nipped our jn the bud by

off Muster Ned

ropEnee

packing along with a rtutor—the

ieleus of a hundred-year-old Hbrary—and a goodTs
part of the fawily silver, to a ranch in Colorado,
where, he declared, If the lad Intended to spread and

grow he would have smple room

Noblesse Oblige,

1 linve no doubt but that the tutor was benefited by

the climate, and uncle, belng a book lover, found joy

n the library, while Ned seized the opportuniy to

spread and grow Physically be was a joy to bebold.
I'here was a look of quiet power In his fuce that ooe
He possessed that most
rare quality, real dignity, aod the re pos¢ that comes

acknowledged and respected,

from a calm =pickt within
As to his dectual status, Ned's own oplulon Is
worthy of tion, Haviug Leen born a zente-

Y PRUE ON

mnn, he recognized the power of noblesse oblige and
had aequired such an edueation as befitted a
man But for
taste he preferred growing things to books

So It had happened that

no more, no less his own personal

when Ned was yet in bis

teens Uncle died suddenly, leaving (o his nephesy all
personal effects, the Colorado ranch. along with min
Ing interests In Nevada and two plantations o the

Misslssippi Delta.

Fate thus wove the net of ¢lreumstance close abont
him. The boyish dream of the army was put aslde
und Ned set about becoming a man of affalrs

All of this Ned had told me
gix vears before, when we were both in Favettesville
I bad not seen him since until to-day.

one night at a dance

Dot now suggzested that we walk around the deck,
But somehow the idea did not appeal to me.

Ned looked at e keenly.,

“Maybe, Sully, since vou have Leen feellng—er—In-
disposed, you had better try this steamer chalr.”

I glive hiin a look of lofty scorn, but accepted the

chair He tucked me In comfortably, found several
magazines and then went off with Dot, while I
watched the crowd

There wns the us<ual wind blown maiden with
straight locks that caroused In the breeze—not ex:
actly the charming c¢fiect that one observes In the

nautical poster girl of (he magazine covers.

There the omuipresent that strolled In-
The father, ontline
pole fringed about
The mother, equal-

wius

trio
cessuntly who had
bald bhead

cars and protected by a golf eap

every of a

telegraph and a the

Iy as perpendicular, wearlng nlso a golf cap, which
was tled on with a brown vell, and by her slde
marched Augustus Alexandre, the prodigzy offspring,
In koee breeches and cute IHttle flat bows on the
sldes. A straw hat, man's size to fit his head and
gecured against the wind by a black cord guard

fastened to the lapel of his coat He al=o wore
zlasses

Why this trlo s omnipresent {3 not known to me, but
no ocean voyage Is complete without one

There was the would-be fresh youth, who leaned
with careless grace against the rail In view of the
wind blown maiden

must
say for a person who had wept two nights and a day

And vow Dot and Ned came tramping by, 1

over parting with a love slck youth at home Miss ot

looked excessively clieerful. 1 patted miyself on the

bead for a wlse ang

Just at this moment a man in a Norfolk sult hore

down upon the party next full of

me with his face

glad tidlugs.
old

“Sny Horace s bowled over; knocked out

clean!"

® He Tucked Me In Comfortably ™

‘No "

SUre

eried one of the party, grinning cheerfully.

a% you're alive!"

What i= It that on
shipboard causes one tq take such flendish glee In o
Ask any

I caught myself grinning too

fellow passenger's misery? vietim of sea-
ckness

fiyving

iIs it a joke?
fresh

fish

a schoo! of
to hehold
then the zong sounded for luncheon, but
watch the fish—1 don't care
butrertles of the

thut
rushed

the alarm

Lvery

yvouth gave

Were near une

them, Just
ind
littie

that on moonlight nights some

I' preferred to stay

They were pretts these
And |

mer-bugologist takes his seaweed net aod goes chasing

things=
sen know old
them

After luncheon Dot reported that the salon looked
like the flower garden at home after a heavy rain

1 lay all afternoon reading and dozing and looking
at the sea llke maybe the
struggle to live was worth while after all

I wntehed the wild splendor of the semi-troph

Toward evening 1 felt

su-

set burn the heavens and the sea. Red gold, it was,

and purple that shaded into palest lavender; delicate
shell pink that deepened Into rleb scarlet shot through
of Nile green—a
dimmed at last to twllight and

with long streaks molten mwas= of

marvellous zlory thist
the dark

saftly, and all about was

with our litth

Then the stars came out

the quiet night and the sea, ship that
cut through it
I stammed at n Ned.

He had ordered the deck stewnrd to bring me a bottie

intent only on its way.

touch upon my arm. It was

of champagne .
STt Is what you need, Sally. Driuk a lHttle”

I did drink a little and felt better

Dot had retired becnuse she lked to be up for the
Ned deck for

long—somethnes often In

but with me on CVer so
talking, but

I watehed him smoke the ll:l)t-ibi'l: bowled pipe
SIX veu

L does <ince 1 \n\\ouu at
he said suddeniy

thut dance in
Buot it has been six Do you remember the

e lake, Ned; how pretty It looked io the moonlizght

sunrise, sal

more silence,
not seem ke
Fayettesville,"

years

THL

with the water Hlies In bloom

upon il? And you
reached one for me and came near to toabling in
“But 1 zot il And yon zave me one of the red
roses you wore In exchange for it
“Why, yes—so [ did.”
“I have never forgotten
We drified into silence The wind made my
- 7
N
N e
e g
//////,
= (
\

heavy, The rhythwmle sound of the sea was lke a
Iullaby I saw, sleeplly, the light fn the blg bowled
pipe gare up and grow dim and fare agaln

When I awoke I sat up with a start 1 felt that
It was late, The deck was descrted, except for Ned
there beside me putling away at the ugly old pipe,

Just as I had left him,

“Why, Ned!'I crled reproachfully. “You let me
sleep—for how long?"

“Oh! Maybe an hour.” he sald. “It was goad for
you. To-morrow vou will be feeling awftully nt.”

“Yes, 1 think I shail, Ned. It was good of you 1o
sit here with

“I loved to do it,” be sald simply
my feet and plloted me to my stateroom door.

“I shall expect to see you ut breakfast in the morn

me,”
11e helped me to

Ing,” he teased.
“And yon shall, young man.”
And he dfd. 1 had never felt life

I began to think that perbaps I had been only Indis

better In my

posed  But later there appeared on deck a sad feml-
nine object, white of face, with blg eyves and straggly
Liair that was obviously done up to be out of the way.

“Yon know, André,'” she appealed to the man be-
side her, “it that lobster I ate In New Orleans

was
- I
makKes me N

“Oh lobster! how many sins are

It always
commuitted Io thy

name!™ paraphrased the upsympathetle André

“But 1 have never been seasick before,” she per-
sisred

“My dear, Ia mul de wer Is sister to the wind It
bloweth where it lsteth and no man knows"——
chuckled Andre

On, the small comedies o board that ship! I

blessed the falry godmother who had appeared at

wy christening with the gift of a sense of bumor.

1 wished that there bad been some one with meé wha

understool—exactly. Dot pessessed a sense of bumor,
but it was of youthful texture.  Ned's sense of huwor
was along big, sfmple lpes—both were elemental;

they missed the subtleties.

1 observed a sploster person of doncertain age and

questionable charms, but yet in her e¢yes the beautl
ful light of faith—in things yet to be  She coquetted
emitting ifttle squeals of maid-
enly terror when the rolling of the suip yp=et her
and Lhe “best
blue cover In !arge gilt letters
shone the title, “T'he IPursuit of Man!"
The blown the

youth were in a sbeltered spot, thelr chalrs tote-2-téte

by on minclng steps

PIroOgress,

seller,"

under her arm was iatest

upon whose

wind mafden and wonld-be fresh
Upon her lap lny a glit edged copy of Browning, with
the fimsiest of handkerchlefs to mark the place, while
she read poems from a magazine

But now Ned hove in sight with the {nevitable plpe.
Wa strolled around to wateh a game of quolts. Dot
with discovered

from New Orleans.

was playing some friends she had

Oh. but she was a winsome thing in the Joy of her
seventeen snmmers!  Her face was so appeanling, like
but yet rich with full viewed life,
And her langh was the merriest sound on earth. It
It recalled child-

Yet It

a delleate tower
was so voung, like dancing leaves

hood's hours in a spring wood, was not a
happy laugh—only merry

She isn't grieving over the love of vesterday at all
events, I thought

That night Ned and 1
talking over o'd childlsh days and the

happened since. It

sat agalu together on deck
things that had
talk with him,
When I went to the stateroom Dot was already asleep
1 was startled to see tears upon her cheek.” The pil-
wet and balf peeping rfrom beneath it
was the corner of a pbhotograph

was restful fo

low was quite

“So that's the way of it, little sister o mine” 1
whispered “There are laughter and fests for the
world to bear, and tears and tenrs at night It Is n
proud Ittle Dot and deeper than we thought, and
very wise "

It hurt me that I bad not understood.

Aut when the sanitight came azaln Dot was the
same wmerry, fun loving little soul. =Xhe played Ned

trick.

Tbere was an old lady on board who sulfered frowm
chronle operations and unburdened her troubles upon
whomsoever chanced te be within earshot
Ned and I found ber
in ber steamer choafr with the most comically tragic
face the litde
lady expluined the mysterlous nature of her sixteenth

und me a scurvy

Dot was stuug frst. cornered

alr on her small, qulzzleal while old
operation,

At sight of us Dot began tugging at her skirt, which
was, apparently, canght in the chalr

O, Ned!" she called

But Just us Ned drew
lously freed

*Ob, it's out now, thank vou.”

‘Do help we 4 mowent:”
near the skirt was miracu-
She rose aud, turo-

ing to the old lady, swlled sweetly,
“Dr, Withers Is a physiclan. He would ke (o bear
about your remarkable case, I fvel sure ™

! The Turned Ankle.

1 almost laughed wiloud at sight of Ned's fuce, when
Httle added, “And
tralned nurse, Oh, an
case. I do wish I could hear more
caught it in

the wreteh my sister here is a

awrfully lnteresting
ibout It, but this
chair,

Lon. it's

provokivg skirt of inine. 1 the
you knpow"”—and off =he salled.
The old lady gave a coatinuous

chunge of audicnce affed ted her not at nll

perrormance A
The gong
lunch saved our lives,
with a demure face.

I bave turned my ankie. WHl

tor
Dot met us
“Dr. Withers
or perbaps your assistaut there™

FOu- -

GLAD SEA WAVES

I

“Dorothy Fruoe, blazed out, “If ever again
Tou'”

But Dot burst into & merry laugh and—what wa:
the nse?

Throngh the long days 1 was with Ned almosi
constantly and at night we sat until late on deck

Onur friendship, deep rooted in the past. had flowered
into a beantiful thing that was growing very preciount
to me -

On the last night we were <itting together on dec)
ns usual. I had Leen telllng bim about Mary May
frieud

a splendid nato

actress she
and all about the
New York 1
should love her dearly
Then we were silent for a long time.  Ned puffed at
the hideons old plpe, and I watched the sea that was
hehaving like some well mannered person [l at ease
the but be
The waves rose In a

Wi
little

well, my what a wonderful

and what

haa

apartment we had fogze r . In

strict orders thiat he

wiven

It bore a snave appearance on surface.

neath was n great restlessness.

solld gray biack mass, threatened to break, but In-
stead subsided sullenly The wind. too, was fitful:
only the stars seemed strangely still

Restlessness erept Into my own heart I shivered

and drew the fur collar about my throat, for the air
was eold

Ned leaned over and knocked the ashes ont of his
pipe and put it away. Then he drew from an fone
coat pocket a leather wallet and carefully removed the
broad rubber band from about § ITis hands fumbled
curfously.

,'4l have something I want to show you.” he sald,
attd his volee sounded queer
the

I leaned near to see; It was a dead

willet and drew something from

He opened
<ide of It.
He shielded it carefully from the wind Jest the

withered leaves be blown away

one
rose
“It is the rose you gave me at the dance,” he sald
very low.
1 took It from his hands
“Why, Ned,” T gasped, “oot really
| I Jove you

“Really,” he answered grave!y Sally.

that there

Don't you know Lns never been apy one
clse but you 2

He leaned toward e, “Is there a chance for e,
one else?”

“No—well—that is—I Ned, I—1
don't care for vou like that, Ned—not exactlyv—but I
oh! I to go on

I was nenr to tears.

Nally, or Is there some

menn, you o see

do love vou deariy and. want being
friends.”
There
dear old voice, so ealm and gentle,
“Why,
not?”
He put out Lis band and I buried my forchead upon

wits Just a inoment’s pause, aond then Ned's

of course we will be friends, dear. Why g

it and had a nlee refreshiug cry

“Oh, I say now, Sally, child, don't do that!™ Nud
wns norribly uncomfortable, I knew

“Just let me c-cry, Ned, please, a [-little

When | gave Llm the wallet it was all wet with
tears. He put it away carefully.

Then we went In I was very wmiserabie iaceed,

and dreaded the bour In the morning when we should
meet.  Bur fo the moraing | found that wy aoxlely
had Ned matter-of-fact, so
calm, so unperturbed, thut T began to wonder if 1 had

However, -

been vseless was so
dreamed of our last night's conversation
I regarded him In Quite a new Hght. There was lurk-
mEg i the depths of my consclousness a feellng of
proprietorship toward him that was most satisfying.
Dot was in o fever of excitement over landlng, and
when s=he walked down the gangplank and
sel fool upon New York soil sbhe heaved a tremendous
sigh and exclaimed “Thank goodness™ o such a
Lenrtfelt volee that both Ned and I stared at her,
“Well! Now that it's over, Sally, I wight as well
confess that I have had a very unpleasand, squeamish
the mouth of the Missls-

tinnlly

feoling ever sluce we Jeft
sippl River."

Here she winked comically at Ned aond miwicke
1y volee lndicrousty,

“Bu
disposed!”

then, after all, 1 suppose 1 was just a bit—In-]




